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Thfcmmma/the tmfamus TToufer 
You haue no children diuelsjifyou had, ^ * 

■ The thought of them would then haucftopt your rage 
Butifyoueuerhopetohaueafonne, 

Loolcc in his youth to haueidni fo cut off. 

As traitors you hauc done this fwect youno Prince. 

jEc/w. A way,and bearc her hence. 

^ecw.Nay nerc beare me hence.difpatch 
Me hecre, hcere, fiieathe thy fword. 

He pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not i 
Then C/4re»c«jdo thoii do it, 

QaA'j heauen I would not do t^jee fo much eafc. 
.^*«»e,Good (Florence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
C/4.Didft thou not heare roe fwcare I would not do it ? 
Queen, I,but thou vfcft to forfwcare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity.. 

Where s the diuels butchcr,hard-fauoured Richard^ 

I{ichard where art thou ? He is not here, * 

Murder is his almcs-deed. 

Petitioners forblood^ee’lnereputbackc. 

Away I fay,and take her hence perforce, 

.^,So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exit^ 

£dn».Clarcnce, whether is Glofter gone ? 

ClaMzrry my Lord to London,and asiguefle, 

Tomakea bloody, flipper in the Tower. 

EdwMe is hidden ifa thing come in his head. 
Welljdifcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how Ihe doth fare. 

For b]^ this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt etnntf* 

Enter G (after to King Henry in the Tower ^ 

6/fl.Good day my Lord. What at your bookefo hard ? 
my good Lord. Lord Uhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter,and good Diuell, were all alike. 

What feene of death hadi Roftuti^ovt to a61c? 
47/(i.Sufpitionalwaic$ haunts aguiltyroindc. 

Hen> 





of rorkmndtdftcaBen 

H?».The bird once limde, doth fearc the fatall bulh, . 

And I the haplcflc maile to one poore bird, 

Hauc now the fatall obiedl in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

Why, what a foole was that of Creetel 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird. 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drowndj 
Hen.l Dedaluiyxwy poore fonne Icarus^ 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe, 

Thy brother Edwardythe funne that feardc his wings, . 

And thou the enuiefl gulfc thatfwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragicke hiftory. 

{j/d. Why doft thou thinkcl am an executioner ? 

Hen.h perfccutor l am fure thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

(7/o.Thy fonne I kild for his prefumption, 

Are».Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefumc. 

Thou hadft not-liude to kill afonne of mine, 

And thus I propbelie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death. 

And many an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands,children for their fathers. 

Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne, 
TheOwlefhriktatthybirth,an cuill figne. 

The night Crow cride.aboding lucklefl'e tune, 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempefls (hooke downc trees. 

The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fuiig. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth lefle then a mothers hope. 

To wit ; an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadfl thou in thy head when thou waft borne*. 

To fignifie thou cam'ft to bite the world. 

And iftbeieft be true that I haue heard, 

j Thou^ 







